THE PRINCESS: A MEDLEY          249
Reach'd out, and pick'd offenders from the mass
For judgment.
Now it chanced that I had been,
While life was yet in bud and blade, betroth'd
To one, a neighbouring Princess : she to me
Was proxy-wedded with a bootless calf
At eight years old ; and still from time to time
Came murmurs of her beauty from the South,
And of her brethren^ youths of puissance;
And still I wore her picture by my heart,
And one dark tress ; and all around them both
Sweet thoughts would swarm as bees about their
queen.
But when the days drew nigh that I should
wed,
My father sent ambassadors with furs
And jewels, gifts, to fetch her:  these brought
back
A present, a great labour of the loom ;
And therewithal an answer vague as wind .
Besides, they saw the king; he took the gifts;
He said there was a compact; that was true:
But then she had a will; was he to blame ?
And maiden fancies; loved to live alone
Among her women; certain, would not wed.
That morning in the presence room I stood
With Cyril and with Florian, my two friends :
The first,, a gentleman of broken means
(His father's fault) but given to starts and bursts
Of revel; and the last, my other heart,
My shadow, my half-self, for still we moved
Together, kin as horse's ear and eye.
Now, while they spake, I saw my father's face
Grow long and troubled like a rising moon,
Inflamed with wrath : he started on his feet,
Tore the king's letter, snow'd it down, and rent
The wonder of the loom thro' warp and woof